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“AN EYE FOR AN EYE
~ The Fiend and the Fagot

PRICE 25 CENTS
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T
. FOR THE MURDER OF WHICH
Henry Smith
wWas Burned at the Stake
February 1st, 1893.

* Tllustrated and graphically related by an
Eye Witness.

“Dies irae, dies non.”
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Einlarged and Refurnisked.

Steam Heating.
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Blectric Light in
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“AN EYE FOR AN EYE”

e O R

The Fiend and the Facot.

IS, An Unvarnished Account of the Burning of Henry
Smith at Paris, Texas, February 1, 1893,

and the Reason he was Tortured.

FACTS WHICH WE WOULD WERL FICTION

BY
J. M. EARLY

AN EVE-WITNESS.

To every Father and Mother, in all the Farth, who
can say to Those who Executed the Mur-
- derer of Little Myrtle Vance,
“WELL DONE, THOU GOOD AND FAITHFUL SERVANT !

The Author dedicates this little Boolk.

COPYRIGHTED BY JUNIUS EARLY.
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CITAPTER FIRST.

SLAVERY DID NOT DEGRADE THE SUBJECT OF THIS
CHAPTER.
Hell’s dunnest gloom, or night unlusterous, dark,
Of every planet 'reft, and pall’d in clouds,
Did never spread before the sight a veil

In thickness like that fog, nor to the scnse
So palpable and gross.—DANTE,

If thou doubt me, mark the blade: each herb
is judged of its seed.—InID.

Let the muse attend our song though harsh it may
be, and told in ‘‘some of the unpleasentest words that
ever blotted paper.”

A being had better never be born than in just pun-
ishment for a deed so dark and diabolical, so terrible
that it outraged and enraged all the world unto justify-
ing a moiety of the earth to execute him by the ex-
tremest engine of execution known to savage or
civilized man—fire.

The deed, the crime committed by Henry Smith,
the subject of this chapter was so infernal and revolt-
ing that it shivered, as a thin crystal, the nineteen
hundred years enameling of civilization: provided it
be set up as a hypothesis that the stake and fagot is
only used in capital punishment by savages.

Be that as it may—some Compte or Comb can settle
this hereafter—the people of Paris and Lamar county

§ he e ——— - o 8 A A AR e YA R o T A 2, 400 N 4 M A T A e e 48P 00 D



AN EVE FOR AN EYE.

Texas, some twenty thousand, assisted by a goodly
number from other sister states east and west, north
and south, on the virsT DAY of FEBRUARY 1893, made
fast to a stake and burned to cinders one Henry Smith

—a negro—for— well, in the coming pages of this
history the whole story will be told.  The crime will
so freeze you that ounly the flames in which the crimi-
nal was burned could ever warm your blood to run
again.

We have been taught in these modern times, which
times reach back through a century or more, by relig-
ious zealots and sentimental philosophers that, the
death punishment assessed 72 cold blood by a jury of
twelve men should be brought about in the least pain-
ful way known to the science of dissolving the life and
the body.

The criminal may forture his victim as his fiendish
instincts miay prompt him, but when he is apprehended
and called to answer for his crime sentimentality steps
up andsays: ““Poorfellow creature he must die, because
it is so in the bond, but we must not shed one drop of
blood in executing him.”

The rope, the guiictine, the malden, the toned down
thanderbelt have been sought out to kill with in order
that the Teast pessible pain may be had in the act.

Guitenu, who killed President Garfield, tortured a
cood and a great man to death,  Ile did it for a mean

revenge, the revenge of s dastard.  For the crime

which perhaps deserved more rigor in the answering
for at the hands of the nation, Guiteau was heroized by

a public and speedy trial in a temple of justice and the
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"
the enliows.

=t

least painful manner of exccution

There are many other Instances like the above, bt
not so prominent, and the mnuier v hich the officaders
have paid a minimum of the penalty hos abused that
line which enjoins: “If smitten upon one cieel i
the other.”” It will Iead porbiaps to prosiratineg onesel

to his abuser and taking a bastinadol

It hath come to this.
It would lead further.

The law abiding man, the affectionate husband and
father, or the mother must come sooner or Jater 1o the

couch of death, surrounded by fricnds and Tanaly. It
is painful to die thus.

Overstrained, abnormal sentimental!

‘
Uy leadds to trans-

lating into heaven or hell without hulermecinie oy G

dane pain: aye ceven those, or that once rother sihose
crime hath not a name, but is the oot (;i’ Fovishin
babe to death,

Well, the pendulum of sentimentality-—cul

osophy if you will—has swt o ulie o i

1

this way. It must go nzzc};.] t\'h:z: SUOUT S

heartless stalking crime.
Let us roll back the car, as it is said wo
Smith was burnt at the stake i broad day withou

masque: when unlustrous niyht

hand in the east, aud upon the ot
at noonday.

T.et us try what virtue there isin bire.

It is a fiendish act of a lost and most depraved won-
ster which incites the hue and cry and

the mob. 1t is indeed! It must be tell—internal,

cubmmares m
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6 AN EYE FOR AN EYE.

when ye read that ten or twenty thousand who never
before sullied their statute, turn out, hunt down, cap-
ture, make fast to a stake and burn the fell offender
to death! adding thereto a few strokes of the refine-
ments of torture. This is true.

Since the bigotry of priests, and the diabolism of
misconceived ritual rights have been restrained by law,
born of reason, which makes man akin to Deity, there
| has been a renunciation of the fire ordeal, and scarce
a being in a hundred years becomes a martyr at the
stake. None by process of law,

Medieval law, when the miter bulldozed the crown
and the lamp of the mind was darkened by the zeal of

the cowl, the stake and fagot were popular engines of
execution,

They were perhaps, in every case too severe.  Men
were burnt for opinions sake: women because they
were old and ugly—the first qualifications of witch-
craft.

e The world has been asking for two hundred years:
' What crime could one do now against the peace and
dignity of the state for which a unanimous verdict
could be got to say: ‘‘The stake and the fagot?”’

It has been committed. '

It has been punished.

It would be heinous crime indeed, did it enrage a
people of letters, of undisputed morality, or social re-
finements, to go in the very shadows of the churches to
which they belonged, stake the offender and burn him
as did the people of Paris, who executed Henry Smith
by fire.




AN EYE FOR AN EVYE. i

o 1 Why, we have been told, these times of peace and
wm, ¢ prosperity, and when the Gospels have been preached
oy in every corner of the earth, foreshadow the Millen-
gy Dium, and any sort of taking life for life makes men
grow sick.
bolisn The lamb and lion will not lie down upon autumn’s
dbyl;  embrowned rug in the same sunny spot so long as
ity Guiteau’s are born and rapists get a chance to pgrofess
id o and offer their husk to God.
roatt Then, what do these stalking, unblushing, incarnate
crimes foreshadow? That the thousand years in which
theaer  his Satanic majesty was to be chained is out, and that
through the scoria of Hell he no longer drags his

1e zeal

ngines: chain, but roams the earth with fell intention to make
up for lost time?

e M * * *

wse te In olden times, nearer perhaps the Garden of Eden

of witrt: than the now is the Millennium, upon fiery altars in the
temples of Vishnu human beings were roasted alive

d year for sacrificial purposes. Many a gala day had they in

exe w  India when they cremated according to the rituals of

s v Puranas the seven or nine suttees (wives) of some de-

£ funct Hindoo lord. A man or a woman burnt to
Vishnu, or the vine scorched for Indra, was matter,
about the same, when Deity’s voice was heard in the
wind, and in the stars his radiance seen.

::;Z?eﬁj That was before science so divorced man, puny
urchsy  thing—from Him whose footprints are traced in the
arn b milky way: whose breathing upon the unfolding rose
ry Su is visible.
Why so much ado now, unless indeed it is to give
; S




8 AN EYE FOR AN EYE.

veiled hypocrisy a chance to show its ashen elongated
face.

We have offered a fiend to justice through the fire.
The Ilebrews sacrificed their children to Moloch, aud
the Hindoos to Kalce.  What a howl some people not
knowing the reasons, have made about this matter.
Shall it be said with truth we mourn a lap dog, and
feel horrified at avenging outrages upon habies? Is
not the Heaven as fair, and does not the sky bend as
purple over the great domain of Texas as it did and
does over the plains and hills of Indus? Upon what
sort of meat has he fed, who shall say to us, who have
uprooted the stumps, and transposed the forests into
fields that bloom as the the gardens of Gul in our own
couniry, that we shall not be our own gymmnosophs,
and either walk into the fire ourselves aud say to his
Alexandership: <“We will proceed thee to Babylon?”

Further than the lights of Kerman and Farz, further
still than the coruscations of Demavend on Elburtz’s
penk over Oman’s sea in which the last of Tran’s
avengers embraced the flames, hath risen the flame and
smoke in which perished a swarthy flend at the hands
of the people of Texas in their vain attempt to have
‘tan eye for an eye.”’

The subject of this chapter claimed to be a negro.
Notice the verb in the past tense. 1f he could have
nisen trems his ashes he might now be a Phanix, or
more likely a Sphinx.

He had not been born a slave.  He was born a free-
man at Little Rock, Arkansas. Abraham Lincoln and

a few other good men must be conceded the glory of

e i - - s 6 o B e 8 S T W B A ] s
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AN EVE FOR AN FEY/. 9

the emancipation of his race—his father and mother—
else hie would have come into this world a bondsman.

This fellow had 27 years (which number of years
was his age) of freedom. Yet, he was aslave to
crime. lle had the environments of civilization; yet,
he was not the peer of a savage—of religion; yet, he
proved to be the chiefest of sinners.  The schools of
the country for his color were open to him without
price, yet he was illiterate. In these he might have
trimmed the dark lamp of his mind which would have
guided his feet from the ways that led to the stake and
fagot.

Bondage and inhuman treatment had not (as is the
false hypothesis of somce) dragged down from a higher
plane of life and thought his ancestral line, therchy
enstamping upon him the curse of degradation. Comte,
in his positive philosophy, accepting of cannibalism as
a condition of barbarism, maintains that the greatest
step in human civilization was the invention of slav-
ery.

Is not this true of the American Sambo?

Degraded upon African sauds; still dragging the
chain of earth’s first fugitive; if that story be true. 1lis
original country, now, after centuries of enlightenment,
in all the world clsewhere is known as the Dark Con-
tinent., Rich in virgin soil, yet untilled. Rich in tim-
ber and stone, yet the natural beauty of the groves is
marred by hovels of rushweeds and turf. No written
tongue. No chieftain star in the galaxy of arms. No
states, not statutory laws, consequently no statesman,

living or dead. No one of the race having aspired to,

e e e B @ St e R A T M 3 £ WP T M T L A R R S et B 4 D



10 AN EvVE FOR AN EYE.

much less achieved the science of law or philosophy.
Tn religion he is a borrower, and has evolved no ethics
with which to pay back. In letters, art, oratory, in
all, save primeval darkness and degradation, there is
nothing to which he can lay claim.

_In this condition he was engrafted upon the Ameri-
can continent as a slave. By nature he was uncouth
and illy shaped physically, the mark of his benighted
mind. HHad he ambition? None in Africa, none in
America. TFor the lack of this evolviug spirit to say:
come up, or go up, aspire, clevate, be more than
“dumb driven cattle,”” the whip in the greedy hand of
the master was subserviant. Associated with his su-
periors in race as a bondsman may associate with his
master, he was coerced up. His eye was taught har-
monies in perspective, his ear in sounds, his palate to
appreciate cooked food, his latent self-pride to wear
clothing. All these were civilizing. They awakened a
feeble yet higher aspiration than is known to-day inany
part of the Soudan, In these hundreds of vears there
has been a complete transmogrification except in the
coloring of the epidermis. **Can the lcopard change
his spots, or the Lthiopian his skin?’ I quote from
hearsay; I have not time to look it up.

From a handful of these degraded people brought
as slaves to our Yankee shores, who found them un-
profitable and  sold them South, six millions have
sprung and are among us to-day. Not heve by right
of conquest, but by a superior right which the fields
spreading from the Atlantic to the Pacific declare.

As the wood hewer and water drawer, or as Marius’
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; mule was to Rome, the negro has been to America.
th“fl Our gain has been mutual.  Their labor made us rich
}‘ and so enervated us that we permitted them to bask in
et the sunshine at our feet. From an ugly uncouth people

. they have developed a people of fine physique, and

men: minds capable of a high degree of learning. Their
COU"F morals are good—over zealous in religion; but not
ghté” more so than the Caucasian upon the same mental
nek plane.
78 Twenty-five ycars of the school room door thrown
¢t open to them has had a wonderful effect, T think in a
ad g good direction. Since their emancipation they have
bis s transcended all expectation. Yesterday, and for cen-
itk turies a slave. To-day free, poor, without money ab-
Bt e solutely, without food and raiment partially, without a
tlate foot of land upon which they could build a shelter for
0w themselves and children, though the houses in which
sened? they lived were the fruits of their labor, their sweat,
y in their blood. The alphabet to them had no meaning;
rs the illiterate, with the back of every man’s hand against
i them. (I mean that of his emancipators and that of
chang those from whom he was emancipated, and the former
pte froe more severely than the latter.)

Everywhere he turned his eyes he saw the industrial
broug: output of his hands, but he was as one in a wilderness.
hem What did he do to show his gratitude to those who
s i made him free by kicking him out of bondage? Ile
by r " came up to the big house in which sulked his former .
the i master as one who had met upon the highway a robber K
lare. and had been left his life and not his purse, and
 Mali ““begged leave to till the soil”” from which he had up-
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rooted the stumps and drew a cordon of rails around,
so that he might not starve while bhe paid unto Cesar
that which was Sambo’s. Yet he did it without a
murmur, he was never known to murmur, and to be
candid, the truth constraing me to acknowledge without
fear of being charged with disrespect to self, that these
people have exceeded in industry, thrift, integrity, vir-
tue, learning, etc., through the whole category which
goes to elevate a people, the world’s expectation. In
politics, in commerce, in agriculture he and his former
master can and do meet upon the same footing, intel-
lectual advantages and disadvantages waived. Socially,
Ile who made the leopard spotted and the lion spot-
tess, or less poetically expressed, the African black and
the Caucasian white, drew the line from alpha jto
omega, over which the one will never go, and the other
can never come.

It is by his sweat the table groaus with the good
things cdible out of eartli, yet the negro eats the crumbs

that fall therefrom without a2 murmur.
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' CITAPTER SECOXND.
i
wi OF MYRTLE’S BIRTII AND DEATIL

W O beautiful, awlul sununer day,
n ! What hast thou given, what taken away?

Life and death, and love and hate,

form: Home made happy or desolate,
e Hearts made sad or gay.
) il —LONGFELLOW.
ot ,

. If thereis anvthing for which T have a weakness, it is chil-
g dren. My own first, then all men's next-—SELE.

ey ; .
s Myrtle Vance, the sole subject of this chapter, has
ph become the child of every humane heart by adoption.
he et

It is a name which illest fate has given to all time.
Innocence confronting crime;

he g Day confronting night;

- Heaven, and the opposite- -hell.

We will say the now is matutinal time. We sce as
with prophetic cye when time is old the doctors of law
pointing back to this child, its unparalleled fate, and
the manner in which its destrover was punished to
death, in justifiention for extreme punishment for ex-
treme crime.

I hear one say: It was Divinity that stirred with-
in them.”” Mleaning the thousands who burned to cin-
ders the ravisher of a babe to death.

The age of this child was only three years and eight
months. She was no rich man’s child, nor the child of

a man who had achieved state or national notoriety.




14 AN EYE FOR AN EYE.

Her father was a poor man. His home was that of an
humble citizen. The highest and only public oflice he
ever filled was that of policemau; one which deserves
praise, but rarely ever gets it; consequently no royaler
blood than that which courses the veins of the common
brotherhood of man stained the lonely spot of earth
where little Myrtle Vance was murdered.

But every drop of that blood had a thousand tongues,
and each tongue cried to heaven, and heaven was not
deaf. The cindered spot of earth whereupon that
murderer of murderers was burned for the crime testi-
fies that heaven did hear.

This chapter is intended for the fathers and mothers
all the world over. 1 would not harrow up your feel-
ings, but if to tell you the plain, unvarnished truth of
the life and death of a child does it, then blame me
not. If it was fiction you might throw the story into the
fire and censure the writer for libeling the name of
human. Aund you would do right. Butitis fact,
and the writer has searched every line in Dante’s In-

ferno for inspiration to approach the subject. Dante,

though possessed of the most vivid imagination of
things infernal, of any man not ‘‘mute inglorious,”
never conceived the crime, nor the shape of the crim-
inal who would, for revenge, ravish to death the babe
of the man upon whom he would visit his revenge.
Had he, whither in hell would he have placed him,
and how would Dore have illustrated the monster and
his punishment?

Let us tell the story in this way: Mother, father,
you have a palatial, or a splendid, or an humble home,
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AN EVE IFOR AN ETE. 13
it . . - . .
. owned, or it may be hired.  You have alittle girl babe
[es:j: or .tot, three o.r four or five vears old. You have it
\ attired according to your means; finely, very well, or
roj poorly. That is, it has on a ten dollar frock, and on
omm; R . .
its little feet warm stockings and dainty shoes, or these
Fe garments may not be so fine, and in some of your
cases, although it is winter, the little feet of your babe
gt may be shocless—they may be bare and red with cold.
s Apparel has nothing to do with your love, nor bas
n s the tallness or lowlyness of the roof under which your
te e babe was born, or now plays in the sunshine of life.
, plays e suns o
All day long its little tireless feet, shod or bare, fol-
mtheif low you about your domestic duties, or it scampers in
ur i the yard and about the halls.  Fither and thither it
o comes and gocs until vou have warmed it to sleep at
{me s vour breast. During the day you hear it sing the little
Intote baby songs which you have taught it, and speak its
amee: simple monosylabic vocabulary. You kiss it, you
15 It fondle it, you love it; yes, you are an idolatress—you
fe'sl adore it. When it gets sick your heart sinks within
Daie you, down, down, until you pray God to spare it to
tion & you yet a while longer. Then, when it gets well, your
o, heart comes up, and all that seemed dark and desolate
i i now ripples in a halo of light. That is just the way it
he bale is. We speak from experience, which it requires not
2vengt money, nor wisdom, nor fame, nor great age to get.
ed hin Let us novw address the father more directly. You
ter and have a little Mary, or Jennie, or Alice, or Minnie, or
Susie, or Rachel, or Myrtle to watch at the gate for
father, your coming at nightfall. You may come from the
> bou bank, the counter, or the loom, or the forge, or the




16 AN EYVE FOR AN EYE.

court room, or the sick bed. This does not matter. It
cuts no figure at all, so you have the child, and it
watches for your coming and you come. DBut it mat-
ters much when vou shall come whether or not little
Mary, or Jennie, or Myrtle is there at the gate, or
somewhere about the premises to meet you,

Suppose she is not?

God forbid, is the prayer of one who has never
prayed much, but who cannot say that all of his orisons
have not been answered, that this supposition will never
be verified.

Suppose for some reason, known or unknown to
you, your little daugbter has been stolen away? It has
been the case in great cities and on the frontier where
the noble red man—the adopted child of the Republic
—prowls and intimidates civilization and industry.

Suppose when you hear of your child, if you ever
should, it is held for a ransom, or that it has been muw
dered by the hatchet, or that it has been strangled, or
tossed into a flame and scorched to death? or suppose
you never hear of it, as is sometimes the case? Any
of these would be terrible.  Any of these would cause
us to wring our hands, tear our hair and mourn and re-
fuse to be comforted.

I believe indeed I anticipate you.

I believe my heart pulsates to thine.

Well, suppose fortune or misfortune has made you
a citizen of Texas, at sowme particular spot in the Em-
pire state—at Paris in Lamar county. There is no
poetry in this, but it is true we confess for the purpose
of illustrating our story.
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AN EYE FOR AN EYE. 17
Wl On street you have hired a house in which to
nly place your family. It is no aristocratic part of the
1o city, nor is it in any way disreputable. It is where the
Tih poor mechanics or clerks find a comfortable and at
&0 the same time respectable homes for their families.

Say now to yourself:
“I am ITenry Vance, the unfortunate father of this un-

e fortunate child. I have been out since the sun rose in
o the employ of another for wages upon which I sup-
Tt port my family: especially my little helpless, sunny
hearted, blackeyed chiruping three-years-old.”’

. [t is night.
[thy “The evening shades appear.”
vher The housewife has prepared the meal and waits the
i coming of the husband and provider.

The babe though weary with the plawing through
- the day is yet watching through the dusk for me. DBut g
m jt  before I come, a fiend in human shape has design-

€y edly preceded me. He is a tall, dark, ragged, lusty
‘ demon. The evil in his eye gleaming in the dark. In

g

piolf his ragged rundown shoes, he comes noiselessly as the
- thict that he is.  So expert in skulking that even the
i dogs are unaware of his whereabouts.  He finds my

child at the gate. He looks here, there, everywhere

in the dunn of the fast falling night, and there are no

eyes that see him. He stoops and winds a long sinewy
£ it arm about its little waist, the skin of which was as black
"Em_ as the designs of the heart, and the covering of the
L skin dirty and tattered as crime’s rags. Quick he draws it
- up to his calous trunk while he places the hand of the

other arm over the mouth of my child to prevent its

i et o N S [
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18 AN EYE FOR AN EYE.

giving alarm to me—to anyone. Then he glides away,
away. Down this, up that street, the most unfre-
quented dark passways, and along their gloomiest sides.
Now through this and that alley and out upon a lonely
road leading to a no less lonely and dark piece of
wooded land. Around this there are no settlements.

/ /s

W
J 7,

/1, S

( Z

LITTLE MYRTLE VANCE.

[Photo by Mertins, Paris, Texas, and copied by permission.]

Dark and dank and desecrated by the skulking feet of
the petty criminal eluding the officers of the law. A
place where through the nude limbs of the growth
around, one who at times looks toward Heaven might
have seen the grey scurrying clouds of winter over-
head. The foliage of the trees which had been cast
off lay damp and noisless upon the cold earth at their
trunks. Here the fiend pauses with his stolen treasure.
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AN EYE FOR AN EYE. 19

A thousand kohinoors on his breast was as chaff to its
value. Here he chuckles in his fiendish laugh and in
his unread heart he says:

“To hell, allegiance! vows to the blackest devil!
Con\cmnu and grace to the profoundcst pit!

T dare damnation: * * * =

Let come what comes; only I'll be revenged.”

This in his own tongue: ““Now I’ll have revenge.
Baba, your father arrested me for being drunk on the
street, and when I resisted he clubbed me. TFor this
I'll have revenge. I said at the time I would. 1T have
waited a long time but it has come at last.”’

“Black he stood as night,
Fierce as ten furies-—terrible as Hell.”

Oh! Had I been a serpent hibernating in this lonely
spot, at the words and sight of this fiend, my congealed
blood would have boiled. I would have sprung at his
face, made fast my fangs upon his blaspheming lips,
and my coil about his throat and smothered him
ere he could have carried out his fell and hellish design.

Why did not earth open and swallow up the wretch?

Why did not some descending meteor hiss upon his
head its red hot scoria and annihilate him?

If it be sin to ask these questions which only Heaven
could answer, pecavimus.

The earth did not open.

The meteor did not fall.

The fiend was alone with his little victim, who, if
she had any thoughts about any thing, thought the be-
ing in whose haunds she was would sing her to sleep,
and that she would be awakened in the morning by the
kisses of her mother.

Did he do this? Did that fiend, hell-spawned, more
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damnable than all the damned: foul, letcherous, lep-
erous with the festered scabs of leprosy clotted about
his heart, whose very tread cankered the earth, whose
touch poisoned,'and whose breath contaminated every .
thing with which it came in contact, except innocence,
robed in the untarnishable habiliments to which the
kingdom of Heaven is likened. it

What did he do? 1

Let him tell his own story.  Let him say after he is
the clutches of his captors, what he did, and why he
did what he did. And, mind you, did what he did
while the parents and their neighbers were hurrying

here and there, everywhere, through night’s gloom, .
except one place, calling out: ¢Myrtle’”’—¢Baba,” .
“Oh Myrtle’’—¢‘Oh Baba,’” to which there came no v
answer,

Captors, “Now fiend, tell us what you did do.”

Prisoner, ¢If I do tell you, what do you intend todo .
with me?”’

Captors, *“We intend to kill you whether you do
or not.

Prisoner, ‘*‘No, no. You will not.”

Captors, *“Then what think you we intend doing .

with you?”’

Prisoner, ¢“Maybe you will send me to the pen.” ‘
(meaning the penitentiary.)

Captors, ““Well then, tell us Smith, what did you
do? How did you kill the child?”’

Prisoner, ‘“*Well, when I reached the woods where
you say the child was found, I sat downby a tree and
I drew it to me like I would a boot.”’
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Captors, “Did it cry?”’

Prisoner, ““Yes, a little, but I put my hand over its
mouth so it could not cry much.”

Captors, “Well, go on.”

Prisoner, “Well, when I found I could not draw
it on me, I took my hands and tore it open, and then
I drew it on me.”

Captors, ““Why did you do it?”’

Prisoner, I did it for revenge.”’

Captors, *“Well, go on; tell us what you did next.”

Prisoner, ““When I was done with it, I lay down
upon the ground with the child in my arms. I fell to
sleep bye and bye. When I went to sleep the child
was not dead.”’

Captors, “When did it die?”

Prisoner, ‘It was not dead when I woke up in the
morning.”’

Captors, ‘‘How do you know ?”’

Prisoner, ¢It was kinder moving and groaning.”’

Captors, ““Go on.”

Prisoner, ‘I then choked it to death and covered it
up with leaves, and set out upon my escape.”’

Did you ever, since God made you, hear such a
conversation, such confession to such crime? No, I
answer for you. Such a crime was never committed
before upon earth.

The physical facts bore out the words of the prisoner.

Starless night, else those celestial orbs would have
blushed out. Just a half mile or so on a beautiful
porch to Heaven, was the silent city of Paris’ dead.
Through unlustrous shadows of night from this point
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at any time, the eye lifted slightly toward Heaven,
and southward, might see the shadowy outlines of the
marble spires—silent sentinels of the dead.

Did the spirit of our dead ones sit upon their tombs,
or stroll in the beautiful grounds and streets which our
hands have laid out and cared for for them in :Ever.
green?’ then in that case our dead were insulted. If
it be a fact, the spirit cannot return to earth, then the
consecrated dust of our dead was upbraided.

Oh God, Thy ways are mysterious and all that Thou
doest is done in wisdom and love. Thenin Thy love
and wisdom forgive the mortal whose tenderness is but
human, and whose wisdom comprehends only little
things, prompts him when 1t is so touched, that it crys
out: “Why, oh Almighty, why?”’

The prisoner said he went about making his escape.
Fool! He could not ly from God, nor self. Yet he
eluded the argus-eyes of his searchers five or six days,
during which time on foot and now and then a stolen
ride on some passing freight train, he got into the
western border of Arkansas, some twe hundred miles
from where he committed his foul deed.

Do not forget that the child was taken away from its
home about 6 o’clock p.m. There were many during
the night heard of its being lost, but did not anticipate
anything serious would result therefrom. The morn-
ing paper published the news of the lost child and then
it became known all over the city, and everybody was
on the gui vive. Every minute it was expected some-
body would find it. But no. Eight, nine, ten o’clock
came, and no news of the lost baby. The citizens held
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Tem a hasty mass meeting at courthouse. It had been called

of { together because it was a fact Ilenry Smith had been

now suspected of being its kidnapper. Because too,

t tor the wife of Henry Smith said to a city officer who went

Ticho to make some inquiry about Ilenry—if she knew where

e he was, and she said: ¢T will tell you Mr. , when

ted. | you find that child it will be dead—it will be raped to
hen ¢ death.”’

The officer hurried to narrate this news, but he nor
ot Th any one else could hardly believe it could be possible in
hy s the extremest manner the woman said the child would
s it be when found. However, this sort of news went
ly faster than flames through a sage ficld, and as thor-

tit o oughly scorching.
It was at this mass meeting when some one sug-

e gested a reward should be offered.  None at this time
Yo had been offered. There were many in the throng
sit g who hissed at the suggestion, saying: “We do not
a s want cents for which we’d give dollars.””  But Mayor
nto Cate did call for $500 as a reward, and it was tendered
ed m as soon as a few pocket books could be opened.
It was at this news of the woman’s apprehension that
j from: men stood in groups, pale and trembling, at the possi-
w dit: bility of the child being murdered. It was then women
;midgag were to be seen hurrying this to that ones house, and
he m that to another’s, or whispering in husky voices, wring-
and ing their hands at the division fences of their homes—
bod & or still, the matter was being discussed between the
ted s mothers from their windows across the streets, which
a0 had been hoisted in the hurry to exchange a word, an

ent opinion, upon such awful apprehensions for one of
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their sex, so young. Livid were their lips, and their
frames shook in indignation as the aspen shakes in the
breeze.

Do you not remember in history that day, in the
days of Colona Rienzi, of Rome, when the soldiers of
one Martino di Porto, withoutlicense, forcibly entered
and pillaged the house of a jeweler, how the people
left their work—the bench, the forge, the counter, the
stall, and gathered in groups and tualked about the out-
rage? Or how it was that day in a more modern city,
when the news was norated from house to house, from
man to man, that the child, Prince Arthur’s eyes were
to be burned out?

Well, Paris is not so large as Rome was, or as Lon-
don was, but people are just the same, and are har-
rowed up and hurry here and there and meet and talk
just the same as they used to when some crime had
been committed which outraged their senses of justice
and humanity. Just so it was that day with the people
in Paris, Texas, a town of ten or twelve thousand
souls.

The merchants, with their salesmen, left the counters,
the attorneys the bar, or offices; the carpenters came
down from their buildings; the well diggers came up
from the earth; the blacksmiths left their forges; the
money lenders, the bankers, the operators, the school
teachers, all, all, white and black, began the search.
From the public plaza they radiated into every part of
the city; turned, it seemed, everything where a child
might possibly be covert. But, at eleven, at twelve,
at one o’clock no tidings of the child., Neither could
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and its suspected kidnapper be found, high nor low. It
€8 11 ¢ was now unanimously believed that the child would

not be found alive. It was now when such belief was
[ay, b general, that the hearts of men began to kindle which
oldi was soon to be set in a surging, leaping, uncontrolable
ly ene flame. About two, or half after two o’clock, the harsh
e e clangor of the city fire bell was heard, which was a
unfer, signal (as before agreed upon) that the child was
1t the; found. What a hurrying of feet now; young, old,
der ; black, white, male and female. What anxious, ashen
use, i faces, what hurried whispered queries: ¢Is it alive ?’’
Eyes i, “Is it alive?”” The answer came back to them which

melted them from their rigor: ¢“No—dead.”” The
or as L men who found it came with it, time about, in their
d areh arms, (it was not heavy, but each wanted a share in
t and . the burden) and laid it in the house in which the gov-
crime: ernor of the state offered $2350 reward to have its mur-
of fus: derer caught and tried and convicted by due process of
e pegy law! The coroner was called, and the physicians—
thovsa Drs. Chapman and Baldwin, also, who have made an

affidavit as to the manner in which the child came to
> COUlE its death, which will appear in its proper place in these
ters Gi: pages.
5 CaleL It will be seen in said affidavit that the doctors pro-
orges::‘;" nounced the child, then at 2 o’clock, eighteen hours
the st after its being carried away from its gate, in a semi-
he st rigid condition: i. e., it was not stiff and cold as would
Ty piL have been the case had it been dead any considerable
ore 2 length of time.
at v No. When the morning in its gray dawn dispelled

ther . the long dark night and set the busy denizens moving
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about their daily duties; when yousr baby, mother,
who now is reading these lines, wound its little arms
about your neck; called your name and kissed you, as
is 1ts custom of mornings, this little tot whose mother
had not been near it that long, dreadful night of its
dying, for whose murder we, the citizens of Paris,
Texas, burned at the stake IHenry Smith, was not
dead.

Think about it as though it had been your child, or
your neighbor’s child, or your fellowman’s child, as it
was, and then write me (my name s given herein as
the writer) if you think we are guilty (twenty thousand
of us) of murder, as our governor charges that we
are—or inhuman, barbarous, savage-like, as some oth-
ers have charged, because we vainly attempted in the
punishment of the brute, Smith, for his crime by fire,
‘‘an eye for an eye?”’

I know I shall never get a letter from any one with
a heart who shall write to blame.

Around that magnificent pile of brick and stone and
mortar, known as the court house of Lamar county, in
which lay the little corpse, mangled and bleeding,
while the doctors were making their examination, sev-
eral hundred; yes, perhaps there were thousands, of
men gathered to see, to hear, to do, by the time the
physicians were ready to announce the manner in which
the murderer, whoever he was, had murdered his vic-
tim, this babe going on four.

If it were my aim; or, I will put it this way: 1f, in
giving you some detail of how these men appeared at

that news, now pale, now livid, now frozen, now seeth-
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motty, ing, and how they surged and groaned, and wept, and
He an, wrung their hands, and put them over their sobbing,
S throbbing hearts, and in this dark and awful manner
mole hurried each away, whithersoever his horrified instinct
wof led him, to search all beneath heaven, all above hell,
E Pay for the being who did this deed, and thereby try to de-
Was ceive you, in that, 1 had such power of tongue on

paper, I would be unworthy your further perusal of
hild, these lines, which I declare to you from first to last are
d, as' the merest attempt at what in reality we have suffered
2Tl g in this matter. There are no cold vehicles of thought
touss arranged by a rule of syntax and orthography that can
bat v tell you. But I will tell you, if at any time in after
me of years you meet one of us, take us by the hand, and
Tinth while you hold that hand name this crime, you will
by fie feel the shock we received far better than any words
we can speak or write.
1e it Ten or fifteen days after the burning of Smith, a
party curious to go out in that lonely spot where little
ne anf Myrtle Vance was found murdered, some forty or fifty
nty, 1 yards from the spot where she lay covered with leaves,
seding her little shoes and stockings were found. They were
1, & blood-stained. But what wrings conjectures from us,
nds, o why such was the case, is that the little stockings were
me t: tucked in the shoes as if the child might have done it,
whid as perhaps it had been taught to do on preparing to go
Iis tie to bed. We ask, and plausibility says: ‘It seems so;
that in its delirium, at some time during that night, it
Jig retained still the power, and procured the chance of
red taking off these little garments of the feet preparatory
setll to going to bed.”” Aye, maybe so; possibly so. There
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is no telling. Ie who we put through the fire, he who
writhed and cried for mercy at the twelfth hour, (never
before) when the torture pierced his searing flesh and
hissed upon the bone, he who some few in the corners
of the earth have cried out: “Fellowman,”’ (in speak-
ing of this brute) might, if here, fat and sleek, in the
county jail, waiting for trial by a jury of his “‘peers,”
as per due process of law, tell just how these little
shoes and stockings which have been cast off for celes-
tial sandals, came to be forty yards from where her
body was found.
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CHAPTER THIRD.

TO THE FUNERAL PYRE.

[It requires this note to explain to the reader why in
this chapter we seem to repeat ourselves, or go over
some parts of the ground again.

These lines were the first we wrote upon the subject,
just after the burning. They were put out in pamphlet
form, having been rejected by the newspapers as being
too lengthy, perhaps too pedantic. ]

“Whence and what art thou execrable shape?
Hell-born.”

When Prometheus stole the fire from heaven, or
when the Lord God of the Children of Israel sus-
pended a pillar of fire in the heavens to direct and
light the emancipated from thralldom to a land of lib-
erty, there perhaps was not so much fuss made upon
the one hand, or eclat upon the other, as there has been
made throughout civilization, which, as a band encir-
cles the globe, over the burning at the stake of Henry
Smith, a fiend in human shape, by the people of Paris,
Texas, for a crime which language sinks into signifi-
cance, too feeble, too powerless to portray. All that
language has been able to say, and that has stirred to
indignation and fury the human heart, and staunched
it for retaliatory action, is:

““A babe was snatched from the mother’s arms by a
fiend in human shape and ravished to death!”’
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Yet, this is not it. This is not what the heart throbs,
this is not the awful wail, which from the blistered lips
of mothers rend the heavens. The crime has made
nature blush,

Those who, when the crime came to their ears, lifted
their hands to heaven and swore vengeance should be

appeased by the manes of the monster reduced to

whel ashes, as did those Sabine hundreds at the news of the
godﬁ rape of Lucrece, need no one to plead their cause, nor
s offer an apology for what they did in executing Ilenry
amy Smith by fire. The silent lip applauds the loudest,
% b and there sits none so high that the wrath of an out-

raged people could sully, to whom the empty frame of
an apology should be tendered. So beit. Iam nota,
pleader nor one to make to anything or anybody an
aven, apology.

taely If we, locally speaking, have been an insignificant
irectu moiety of a great nation with no other notoriety than
i of suspected sturdiness, we are so no longer. Wherever
ade print is read, wherever speech is the vehicle of thought,
hasbks the people of Paris, Lamar county, Texas, of the
nd et United States of America, are now geographically lo-
of Hes cated, and for moral stamina and worth, are known.

of Pi An unprecedented crime has led to the display of
fo <iar" unparalleled magnanimity of a people who, en wasse,
Alx of every age and color and sex, took up the hue and
st cry for the apprehension of the fiend and ravisher to
st death of little three-year-old Myrtle Vance; nor did

they cease it until that monster was overtaken, brought
- back, and lashed to the stake upon his funeral pyre.
' Then in one voice it read the verdict. The verdict
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was: ‘“That the self-condemned should be tortured
and burned to death,”

We would not again re-open the bleeding lacerations
of the heart of all humanity by again lifting the wind-
ing sheet from off the lifeless corpse of the little vic-
tim of this brute of brutes, which act of murder and
outrage, when known, did first freeze, then inflame the
life’s current of every heart that heard it,

It was an act prompted by lust and revenge. Hell-
born lust, hell-born revenge! The story in brief that
led to it:

The father of the child, as an officer of the law, had,
for some breach of the peace, cause to arrest the brute,
Smith. In making the arrest and delivering the pris-
oner some severity had to be used. Then and there,
for this, it is said, Smith swore revenge. Such terrible
revenge never found harbor in human breast before.
This revenge was flendish beyond conception. No
fetish priest, intoxicated by the fumes and dregs of
magic cauldron, could have conceived and planned the
execution of such revenge. The lizards of the brain
of the most infernal had nevex perhaps stung to such
infamous crime.

It was revenge, for the last words the foul mouth
ever gave utterance to were: ‘‘Yes, damn you; I did
it for revenge.”

At the stake, while being stung by the fagot, the
monster thus addressed the father of his victim; and it
was then (and had the arm refused to do the bidding it
should have been palsied) that the parent thrust into
the mouth and throat the red hot iron and seared the
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word upon his tongue. It was then that the same hand
with the same red hot rod blistered his eye balls that
heaven’s fair light might never again reach his brain.
This was the refinement of torture about which so
much pro and con has been said—this was the cause of
it being so refined.

Let us see how the monster went about the act in
which he sated his revenge. .

As night fell over the city, in his dirty rags, the rags
of idleness and crime, he came to the gate of the man
who he bore, and had sworn revenge. The man’s
baby child—God only knows why—was playing at its
gate. It was but a little over three years old. It was
singing its baby songs. There are hundreds of us in
Paris who knew the tot, so many times had we seen it
playing in life’s morning sunshine. There was no one
older and stronger with it. We think the ‘‘snakey sor-
ceress,”’ the fiend’s guardian angel, might have laid a
warty hand upon the arm, which was long and sinewy
and black, ere he wound it about the child, away with
which he skulked.

Illiterate fiend, else now through his brain might
have ran this line:

“Which way I fly is hell; myself am hell.”

He was a tall, lean, dark, angling, wirey counstituted
being, of African descent, about 277 years old, low and
scowling forehead, small, muddy, sensual eyes, shotr
but broad chin, brutal mouth, and dirty and foul per-
son. He hurried along the dark or shadowy sides of
the streets until he came to a dark and out-of-the-way

place, a woodland in which for its ugliness the city had
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fixed its dog pound. TFrom the gate to this place we

can see him ambling and shuflling along in worn run-
down shoes, the victim clutched to his breast which !
heaved as by the tossing of adders in deadly coil and
combat—a hellish contortion of face which may be the |
demonical snivel of an infernal imp of hell—playing
upon his ghoulish countenance. It is but a simile:
Satan, dark with the soot and cinders of hell, wan
and emaciated with the sufferings of damnation, con-
sciousless, and where was conscience once, the blis-
tered heart of hopelessness, at the gate of Paradise.
He snatches a cherub and dashes towards hell.  And
if we may be permitted to carry the simile further in
this Miltonic way: at the daring, heartless escapade of
the chief of the realm of outer darkness, all hell trem-
bled, cindered faces blanched, scorpions of fire ran
deeper into perdition and stung themselves into re-
newed pain and madness.

As this fiend shuffled along the streets leading to the
dark woodland where he committed the crime, men
and women in their homes heard the crying of the
child. It called for its mother. Ileaven must have
heard but the mother did not. It said: ‘““Mama, mama.”
And that word is the sweetest word in language when
it falls from the innocent lips of an infant. If Heaven’s
gates do not swing open to this sesame, if it cannot be
heard in whispers at the great white throne, though
the lips that sound it are savage, no prayer of priest or
prelate need ever be trumpeted that way. Those who
heard the child knew not its peril—its doom. No.
Else the frailest woman that heard its cries would have
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place . o
rushed into the strect and tore it from the clutches of
o 1.
. the fiend.
ST W, .
: When the mouster comes to this out-of-the-way
ol ¢ .
) place already desecrated, sce what the physical facts
Ay b . )
J " declare to all men, especially to those who have mur-
~ Dty . .
P' : mured against the manner of execution of the self-con-
3 S . . - -
I fessed criminal, by reading the certificate which we
16l v L
L here make a part of this article, of two well known
00, ¢ . . .
h] physicians of this city.
the
Prri SWORN STATEMENT
g
I Of the physicians who examined Myrtle Vance, the
~ sictim.
e v
ik On the 26th day of January, 1893, by request of A. Cate,
i Mayor of Paris, and J. C. Hunt, Justice of the Peace, Precinct
el No. 1, Lamar County, Texas, we examined the dead body of
. J ¥
e Myrtle Vance, aged about three yvears.  We found the body
y b )
B in a state of semi-rigidty and we based our opinion on this fact
that death had occurred not more than six or cight hours pre-
. vious. The chest, abdomen and lower extremities were
ling e . . L
_ covered with blood, bruiscs being found under the angle of
o each jaw, slight abrasion in front of left car, giving evidence of
ng o an effort at strangulation.  Found complete laceration of peri-
gt ncum, extending an inch and a half up the rectum.  The pos-
. terior part of the vagina ruptured, connecting abdominal cavity
g Bl . . . . . . .
, with vaginag, parts terribly bruised and mutilated, unnustakable
i gina, )
° cvidence of rape, hair from the monsveneris of the negro being
 Here found on the pudendum of the haby, licld by the clotred blood.
cami I. B. Cearyay, M. D, City Health Officer.
e, M W. 5. BaLpwin, M. D.
f pisc T see you tear the paper; I sec you wring your
"hose ¥ hands; I sce you rise up in rage; I sec the unmitigated
o, ) wrath of your soul written upon your face; I hear you
poulli swear, or declare, that only fire was commensurate
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punishment, applied in all of its refinements, to the
wretch who committed this crime. 1 see but one man
who blamed—who declared this fiend his fellow crea-
ture, and who attempted to scoff and rage at the man-
ner of his execution. Does he stoop to the peership
as one before whom this vile monster in human shape
might come for trial according to constitutional law?

That man is the present editor of the St. Louis Re-
public.  What did we do, who were on the grouud,

- (who felt that in this unparalleled crime all our homes
had been outraged,) for a moiety of vengeance? Why,
we rushed from our doors when we heard the news;
we scoured the earth, we took torches into the caverns
of earth, we upturned there and everywhere the debris
beneath which a being in human shape might secrete.
It took six days and nights to do this. It might be
said cooling time as against any crime outlined by
statutory laws. IFor this oue the blood had nat yet
reached its fever heat. The fiend might not have been
caught so soon, but vigilance was on the alert all
around the earth where electricity had awakened it
Its ears were started at every breath, its eyes were
sharpened to every moving object. Had it taken six
months, or six vears, vigilance would not have slept
until the fiend had been brought to justice.

When the news was flashed over the wires that the
fiend was in irons and alive, the city marshal, to whom
the telegram was sent, hurried to the plaza, and from
an elevation, in a loud voice, read the dispatch. It

ran as follows:
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ot WasmixaroN, Avk., Jan. 31, 1592.—James Shank-
lg-  lin: Ilave Henry Smith on train.  Meet me and pro-
g tectus. B. B. SturcroN.

e Protect us!  What did he mean?

s That day the city was full of people. Ilundreds
o who had been scouring hill and dale, and bog for many
Lo days, had come in worn, muddy, and despairing. New
g plans were being formulated for them to go again as
oir' soon as possible, when the news came that the wretch
i they wanted was caught.  When the marshal read that
. news aloud a cry of joy went up which rent the heay-
the ens. It subsided in the words: “We’ll burn him.”
e Then, in one voice, and as one pair of hands, the out-
dte  rtaged people, who are legion, went to work to prepare

a place for his execution by fire. It was prepared. A
special deputation was sent forward to see that no in-

terference of outraged citizens by the wayside should

cheat us out of our terribly earned dues, and to reccive

t it

e i him—uot from the law—in this case a figment—but
N from friends.

wikic

fs et “Courts for cowards are erected,”

when such a fiend as this is to be dealt with.

The oath of office had never anticipated protection

from swift, and terrible, and summary justice of such

dresi a criminal. Never! There are no peers in this
al e country, { God forbid there be any in any country,) b

1, 10 which to try such a monster as the ravisher of a babe.

lispazz: Let those who have thought the burning of Henry

Smith for the above crime, cruel, look at their three-

year-old child when they dandle it upon their knee, and

ask themselves this question: *‘Had it been this one

- e v T
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as it was that one, would I think the stake aud fagot

too severe, too cruel, too inhuman?”’

Well, the monster was caught, and the news of his
apprehension went like wild-fire, for every ear that had |
heard of the crime was eagerly listening for his cap-
ture. Instinctively those whose sympathies were with
us in our affliction, knew we would burn the fiend, and
the thousands who wanted a hand in it, who wanted to

aid us in the work of execution by fire, came in on
trains, on horseback, having ridden all night and up into
the day in order to reach the place. Special trains were
asked for—I believe on some lines they were granted—
anyhow our ten thousand were swelled to thirty thous-
and by ten o’clock a. m. The victim was due at 12:03

p. m. Wrath and determination were depicted on

every face, and not darker was the cloud which, a little
before the train pulled in to Paris on which the captive

fiend was chained, scurried up from the northwest on

sable wings, thau the lowering wrath written upon the
brow of that vast nssemblage. They had enmassed
for an extra judicial purpose, viz: to read a lesson by
the light of the fagot as it climbed around the limbs of
the ravisher and murderer of a child of a fellow citi-
zen, to the born, or unborn wretch who dreamed, or
should dare to dream, of similar outrage. There were
no masks—it was no mob—it was at high nooun in the
day—Tletters and telegrams were going in every direc-
tion, even to the chief executive oflicer of the state,
(the writer sent one) that the fiend was caught and
would be burned alive—that it was just and right, and

i
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i that there was nothing in law, human or divine,
agaiust it.

B At the foot of South Main street was the depot into
thvat; which the criminal would be brought, and there the
bise thickest of the citizen hosts gathered.
etey There had not been a saloon opeued in the city that
wud day; the public schools had been closed and the chil-
el dren sent to their homes, Ile who has said the schools
te were closed in order that the children might attend the
T execution is ;
s “A liar, and the truth is notin him."”
e There was not a drunk man in the town, perhaps not
ty the: in the county.
at I had read of mobs, and French revolutions; I had
icted seen illustrations of that vast surging populace at the
Y time of the beheading of Louls XVIth, and had often
oy tried to picture to my fancy the rush and surge of the
IWesl: people when Antony showed them Ciwsar’s bloody
apon: mantle along with Cwsar’s will. T thought written
g language had power to depict or display in word pic-
esg” ture such scenes of the people who meet above the
ik plane of written law and act with inspiration, but not
on so.  Written ideas are but vague illustrations, as in-
med, deed T saw when that assemblage who had resolved
€revE themselves into a law unto thewmselves, pressed up that

avenue which, though a half mile in length and sixty

feet in width, was one living, moving mass of deter-

mined people, moved as by the will of one man. 1

gohtr had a birdseye view from where I stood. Spirit of
ot r Jugurtha forgive me! DBut when I locked in the face

of this unpitied brute, lashed to the ¢‘conqguerer’s
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car,”” 1t was thee that rose up before we, in that day
thou wert cost amonyg the zerpents. Did hie love life?
Did he fear heli:

1

As they entered the plaza and swung around this,

i

n o i
the sight was terrible to behold.  The victim, the fiend
which had shaken the moral senses and torn the hearts

of the people, was borne along in the midst of this |
moving throng. 1lis funeral car had been prepared

before his coming. It was a large goods box nailed
upon a float.  Upon this he was made fast by ropes.

To the float was hitched six dappled gray horses, Alb,

what a stigma upon all that pertains to white—they
should have been black as night, but then there was no
time for trivial harmonies. |

There were still thousands in the ¢ity who wanted to
see the fiend of flends, and monster of monsters before

his execution, for which this part of the program had

been arranged.  Around him upon the floor of the
float stood a dozen or more outraged citizens, Qutside
of these rode upon horseback a thousand armed out-

raged citizens, their winchesters bristling toward the

darkling heaveuns. These arms were not to terrify or

v
prevent the possibility of the escape of the shackled

prisoner. They were for Rome while the Carthagin-
tans burnt Matho.  To be explicit, for any militia, Cut-
side of these thousands of ourraged men (not all voung
and full of lusty life) there were many grav-haired men

stumbling toward the tomb, who lent dignity to the

throng, and whose presence declarcd justice demanded
such concert of actiou.

There was not a jar, nor loud voice. One not know-

ot g e A A L i A S e i e A S s S B
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mﬂ‘ ing the ultimatum would have suspected a funcral pa-
el geant following to the church yard some departed ex-

emplary citizen, excepting that difference which sad-
i dens or empalls the countenance that is so glaring be-
2l tween wrath and sorrow. In retracing their steps the
b throng had to pass along the very streets in which but
it a few days before little Myrtle Vance had chiruped .
i and played, and too, but a few nights prior had been
gl hurried along in the grasp of her fell destroyer to the
Tope place of her death.
A QOur law writers have told us that capital punishment
~te was not intended as expiation of the crime of the cap-
W itally punished, but that it was intended to deter others

inclined toward law violations. Does it? Has it? I
appeal to the past.  Our observation has taught us that
the tardiness and uncertainty of punishment has
stripped the law of its terror, and that the gibbet is the
preliminary step to paradise by the incarnate fect of the

rapist.  An accusation to “‘the crime of rape, they

say, is easily made and hard to disprove;’ thercfore,

meun, in justice, tempered with mercy, are deterred by

nify: the fear of transcending humaun rights, discharge, and
achi let go fiends that deserve capital punishment. DBut
g when all doubt is scouted, and the finger of truth points

IR to outraged inuocence, and cries to heaven for justice—

for vengeance. who are the stocks and stones who will

refuse the refined experiment of the fagot to do that
0 ‘which the long tried gallows has failed to accomplish?
e Think about it. How dark and desolate are the re-
maining days of that home whose wite or daughter

ki hath been left to breathe, and weep, and hide away
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from the vulgar eyes of the world by having fallen the
victim of the fearless ravisher! If that home is dark
to which the parent may come, or the husband may
come, and kiss away the scorpion of sorrow from the
daughter or wife who still survives the clutches of the
fiend and ravisher, so that it is not all darkness and sor-

row; how dark and sad must be that humbled, out-

raged home whose babe has been snatched from its
hearth, and to sate lust, and gorge revenge, outraged
to death.

Without further remarks, let us hustle up the victim
to be offered as a wrath-appeasing offering, to which
one of the gods, I know not, and behold him lashed to
the stake. This stake was made fast to a platform
which stood about ten feet above fterra firma, so all
could see.

This was ten feet nearer heaven than teeth or toc-
nail, or spirit of IHenry Smith, now deccased, will ever
be again. Ide was most {rozen by the ‘‘mute aveng-
ing”’ elements, which seemed was meant to sharpen the
tongues of fire.

“Is there no place left for repentance, none for pardon left?”
Asked the devil when he had been kicked out of Para-
dise.

It is useless for me to recount the manner—the very
refined manner in which the scorpions of the fire were
applied: more than to say, the soldering irons were
made to hiss along his limbs, across his quivering chest,
thence down his spinal columm until his avenger was

satisfied.

Therc was no mercy in all the ten thousand souls
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en gazing on, not one plead mercy. The gladiator( ?) must

s . die—every thumb was turned down. Many cried out:
d s, ¢ Just what you deserve.”” Others were heard to cry
on when he writhed against his cords, at the touch of the
ot: red hot rods: *“You infernal scoundrel; you do not
i suffer as your little victim did.”” Still others cried out:
.o “Go slow; she was twelve hours dying”’—meaning the
fon baby—+*‘torture him twelve hours.” When he was
e blinded by the red hot rods and all was dark upon
earth, which he had polluted, a thousand times pol-
i luted, his mental eye must have seen hell. IHe never
i called on God only to damn. Ie had blasphemed that
shef: name in his crime; and if, with his burnt stumps, he
atfor knocked at heaven’s gate certes, if I may judge, he
S0 heard: ¢I know ye not.”’
Many a poor heretic for John Calvin’s sake had been
ot refinely dealt with by fire in Lang Syne.
Ml e It remains for me to say something in culogium to
e the people who, when the time came and the cause was
peit: ample, had the zerve and magnaniniity to burn to cin-
ders the ravisher and murderer of a babe.  There was
o no blaring or hurrahing about it.  There was no visi-
i P ble attempt at ostentation, nor scoffing at law and
order. IIundreds of the tender sex looked on. In
hete: fact, since the day of the terrible crime, wives, daugh-
rev;gj‘. ters and mothers, had enjoined upon their husbands,
v sons and fathers, superlative efforts to overtake the
G fiend and bring him to justice :—their verdict was fire.
;ver&'t Every tongue said fire, unless indeed it was some hyp-

ocrite who feared the devil.

L Timid slaves to written law in other lands, which
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they themselves create, for instance in Utab (as we
read) where for rape the fine is $5 or $23, as the case
may be, did not believe the threat to burn the fiend
alive would be carried out. The New York Herald
said: *‘It is incredible.”

The crime was incredible. Those who did not sce
it could not believe it. A baby child snatched from its
mother’s arms and raped to death! In all of its hor-
rors the story has not been told.

What have we done, or left undone, as a people of
pride, as a people capable of being wrought up to in-
dignation in the vindication of our homes, our wives or
daughters against ravishment that, when it is wired
abroad we have burned at the stake a wmonster for
having ravished a babe to death, that it should not be
credited? We go on record now as being credible.

The burning of Smith for the crime as herein re-
lated, was an act at the hands of the citizens of Paris,
Lamar county, Texas, the sublimity of which has no
precedent upon the American continent, perhaps not
on the earth. The sun will never rise upon another
day in which another act more just, more sublime in
the vainly attempting by man ¢‘an eye for an eye,”

Did not the Lord God when He said: “Vengeance
is mine.”’ point to these pecple as his instruments > Tf
not, I know not to whom He would declare: +The
devil is mine enemy, and my people shall array against
him and cast him out.”” I quote from memory. Yet,
the governor of the state, who ought te be proud of
such a people—people who have the magnanimity to

trample under foot their own feeble creations of law,
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and obey the highest impulse of nature which makes
L man akin to God, continues to insult and brow Dbeat
l'wcm them. Such obedience to their own  frailties would
fe make men dastards. . To do as they did, great. The
el governor, upon hearing of the crime, offered a reward
of $230 upon the conditions that the rapist, Smith, be
e jailed in the county where the offense was committed,
i and convicted by due process of law.  Weshall always
hor think he should have made the break which Governor
Crittenden, of Missouri, made, when he offered a re-
le e ward for Jesse James, dead or alive.  Though that
0 I reward offered ruined Governor Crittenden, such a one
we would have saved Governor Hogg.—(Opinion.)
wirel What cattle would the people of Paris have been,
r how bent to some Gessler’s cap, had they for the re-
o % ward of $250 of their own tithe money sutfered the
& sheriff of their county to take with impunity and fatten
n e and pamper in jail the fiend which had so terribly out-
Pats, raged all that their hands had made sacred and thewr
1 1 hearts had sanctified? Their homes.
$ 1 It is a terrible calamity for a people to have to re-
wother sort to that medieval mode of punishment—the fagot—
ne in order that their children may play at their gates
S without fear of being kidnapped and outraged by skulk-
eas ing fiends who it seems aspire to ITeaven from the

i scaffold below the gallows. I say this is a great calam-
ity, and only milksops arc unable, or unwilling, to Dbe

charitable towards wus, who have sustained such

calamity. From time jmmemorial the monster who
grovels to rape has been entering this or that lowly

i or loving habitation and outraging this or that member
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therein; in many instances adding murder thereto in
order that his victim might not cry out and accuse; but
never until now hath the babe been snatched from its
mother’s arms and ravished to deéath.

See the physicians’ affidavit.

The people who made the law have been terrified at
their own creation, and have stood off and tried to read
it as though it had been made by Draco and written in
blood. It has been a spirit of Lodi that awed the up-
rising of the people and the drawing of fire across the
trail of the mounster of retributive justice. It has
needed and found a Fingal to pierceit. Talk to a peo-
ple about the majesty of the law. It is a myth when it
attempts to rise higher than its fountain source and in-
timidate certain, summary justice, by bluster, and brag,
and libel, and abuse, such as his majesty of straw has
been flinging at those who burnt to cinders Henry
Smith. The majesty of the law by its tardiness and
uncertainty in such imperative matters has sullied its
ermine. Men have been driven by outrageous wrongs
to that scriptual injunction which says:

“Take no thought of the morrow, let every day provide
for itself.”

The law in this case had no jurisdiction, and not-
withstanding the chief executive of the state is wont to
add insult to insult by reading to our legislative body,
now in session, that the executioners of Henry Smith
by fire, did it without law and are guilty of MURDER.
Some of the best citizens of the state, morally as ex-
emplary, intellectually as great, revering God as much,
and respecting the laws of the land no less than the
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governor himself, are charged with one of the highest
crimes of the land by the chiefest oflicer of the state.
Governors are not Gesslers—Texans are not timid
Greeks. Ileaven approves of the action, and no
spume of the father upon his children can bastardize
them in the law.

The people knew the law had no jurisdiction in this
case as soon as the evidence was in, which evidence was
physical facts in the blood-stained garments which
clung and clotted about the bruised, and mangled, and
outraged, and lifeless form of a child just beginning to
prattle, so few and tender were its years; and the con-
fession of the accused. They simiply had to reach
higher than the shelf upon which the musty tome of
written law is laid, and in unwritten and inspired wrath
hurl back to hell a hell-spawned fiend, which had come
into their midst, and without fear of God, or human
law, or man, and perpetrated a crime at which the
devil himslf would pale.

And yet, that fiend had friends and pleaders; one
in the editorial chair of the St. Louis Republic, and
another in the governor of the state, as its governor, in
which this heinous, horrible act was committed, which
shook the state from center to circumference and ap-
palled the nations of the earth.

When the facts are all known why Henry Smith was
tortured and burned at the stake by the people of
Paris, Texas; when the wave of human sympathy,
which the bleeding hearts of this people has set vibrat-
ing, shall have reached all the outside world, he who

then shall assert that the action was wrong, cruel, bar-
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barous, brutal murder, ectc., etc., in the same category,
will be dastard, will be kith and kin, so far as heart
can beat to heart, to those who rape babes.

Pusillanimity can’t insult magnanimity. From this
declaration, sooner than I will retrench, the earth will
dissolve beneath my feet!

Show me the maun, show me too, his neighbors,
whose infant child has been torn away from its mother
and ravished to death, who will stand gaping upon the
streets, terrorized by the figments of law while the
bailiff leads the self-confessed flend to jail, and I will
show you men, the like of which were never born free,
who do not deserve the name of fathers; who it wouid
be flattery to call dastards, cowards, unnatural dogs.

As sorry as 1 am that the community in which I live
has been visited by so terribly, even so proud am I to
be one of that community and may claim the right to
dedicate my children to their care when I can no longer
be with them, whose bone and sinew has had the mag-
nanimity and nerve to rise up and mete out swift justice
so far as it was in their power to mete it out, with that
element which the crime seemed to merit, in which the
Lord God hath said the devil and his angels shall, in
the pits of outer darkness, be consumed forever.

Out upon the false and libelous accusation of aon,
upon a people who, in just indignation, rosc up and as
nearly as it was in their power, meted out a swift and
terrible punishment to an execrable fiend. Mob!-—a
libel. It took the salt of the earth to do it, and it was
shorn of every infamous guise of mob.

“Back to thy punishment, falsc fugitive, and to thy speed
add wings,”

——y

hy

¢



CHAPTER TOURTH.
THE MOUNTAIN LABORED AND THE HILL WAS A

MOUSE.—.12S0P.

Upon reading the governot’s message. which I here-
to append with a blush of reluctance, for it will im-
mortalize him as being a man who jumips at conclusions
as the moon-eyed adder does at a noise, also as
being not only not a very good lawver, to which pro-
fession he belongs, but far below the mediocrity as a
statesman, also as a public man who no people could

make great, I wrote and published the following lines:

Friends. we are charged with a very grave offensec,

that most unuvsual aud arbive

i1

Informat:on.
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would give us to the headsman, but in these modern
days, the vassal may say, with impunity, “I wish the
horns of the stag were in the King’s belly.”’

Friends, we are on trial, charged with a very grave
offense against the state. The world is the jury before
whom we plead not guilty, and the verdict will be *‘xoT
cuiLty.””  When it is rendzred, I mean to trouble you
again with a few lines in pointing out those who badg-
ered and suborned the wituesses against us, and too,
those witnesses who laid perjury to their souls in order
that we might be convicted. Friends, remember:

“This world was not made for Casar.”’

Truth cannot be covered up, though mountains of
falsehood be piled upon it. No, it will rise up and in
sandaled feet stand as an angel of light upon the black
scroll of perjury and falsehood.

THE MESSAGE.

“If you have tears, prepare te shed them now.”
—Antony.

“If you have constitutional lore go now and
brighten it up.”—Self.

Avustin, Trxas, February 7.—The governor’s mes-
sage on the Paris lynching was listened to with breath-
less interest. It is as follows:

Execurive Orrice, Austin, Texas, February 6.—
Gentlemen of the senate and house of representatives:
It becomes my painful duty to emphasize to you the
necessity of taking some steps to prevent mob violence
in Texas. 'The recent terrible holocaust at Parisis but
an illustration to what extent the mob spirit will go
when the laws are inadequate to check it.  'While the

ST N
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rous crime, apalling to contemphto for which he was
certain of full punishment under the coustitution and
laws of our state, civilization stands as a  helpless wit-
ness to the most revolting cxecution of the age, in
which large numbers of citizeus opeuly, in broad day,
puthaH\ became murderers by methods shameful to
kmmamt_».

Brushing away sentiment, which should never ac-
company punishment for crime, the public murder
committed at Paris is a disgrace to this state. Its

atrocity, inhumanity and ¢ ml\cmno effect upon the peo-
r ple Ltldlgz cannot be obscured lw reference to the
savage dct of the culprit himself, in brutally taking the
life of an innocent child.  For his decd the death pen-
alty awaited him under the L.

The imputation that he could vot have been legally
executed in any court in this state is a slander upon the
integrity of cvery citizen.  T'o contend that his execu-
‘ tioners, who publicly murdered him, can either be in-
o dicted or tried in the county where that crime was

: committed is a pretense and a mockery.  So the con-
dition exists in our state that while one man may be
convicted for murder a hundred wen who publicly
commit murder cannot be.  The law thercfoie with-
out further legislation may he held in defiance in any
community where the forces are strong enough to over-
Y awe the local oflicers, and set aside the legal machinery

of justice.
Our constitution is not su hide-bound that this condi-
ol tion must continue. It is in the power of the legisla-
ture to adopt suitable measures to either prevent mob
law, or to bring to puniahmcwt all murderous execu-
tioners.  No combination of men should ever be so

D ‘:
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public trial by an impartial jury on indictment duly ry
found; that he shall have the right to demand the L

nature and cause of the accusation against him, and

have a copy thereof; that he shall not be compellcd to _
give evidence against himself; that he shall have the kE
right of being heard by counsel; that he shall be con- wi
fronted by the witnesses against him, and shall have
compulsmy process for obmmmo witnesses in his favor

and that no cruel or unusual pumshment shall be in- —us
flicted on any citizen of this state for crime. e
Mobocracy overrides all these guarantees. It was R
done in this Paris case. It has been done in many .
others where the victims were innocent of crime. So h
it bids fair to continue. ThQe question presents itself: il
Are the people willing to submit to this? If they are e
they should have the courage, the manhood, the justice 1

and the patriotism to repeal the bill of rights and per-
mit each local comuiunity to summarily dispose of all
real or supposed offenders. v

This late execution at Paris is not the only one that
has been performed by a mob in that county within the
past twelve months; for within that period three other U
men were hanged to death in that neighborhood, who g
had committed no crimes. Their presence in the com-
munity was offensive or peihdps menacing to the "
pleasure and equanimity of the band of murderers who ‘
took their lives. There have been other instances in 1
this state where innocent men have been cxecuted by e
mobs, and no punishments therefor have been possi- L
ble. The condition has grown to this, that if enough
men in a community choose to defy the whole law,
they can go on in their nefarious executions at will, B
The action at Paris is the culmination of this spirit, 1
long existing in a few counties of the state, magnified
on a large scale.

Will the legislature stand by and permit this condi-
tion to continue undisturbed, unchanged any longer?
I hope not.

So far as I am concerned, I believe that to the guilt-
iest culprit that may blacken his hand with crime, the

<1
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counstitutional guarantees under all circumstances should
be jealously obsuxcd throughout in his trial and exe-
cution.  When any Condmons are made to ]ustlfy or
excuse a precedent for mob law, others will arise at the
convenicnce of the murderous class. The observation
of every experienced man teaches that when a com-
munity is infested with a mob spirit, legal executions
become rare and impracticable, if not impossible.
When a murderer on trial knows that he is before a
jury composcd of one or more men who have escaped
Imm\hm( ut for an equal crime, he feels sure of either
au acquital or a hung jury. A mob execution is no
less than o v execution.  No man, or set of men,
with on { hands, are capable of justly
entereinse ;

As arule, the viffraff, lounging, indolent, lawless
clement of a Cmmnunity inspire and lead the mobs,
while the taw-abiding, industrious, honest citizen is ter-
1011/0\1 bv the spectacle. It people otherwise respect-

I are led into the erime by the excitement of the oc-

‘ a1 renir conler moments they must see that their
csiocintes are an element of hardened crim-
Al should be done to teach them in ad-
crimes they must answer at the
ne question is diflicult to deal with,
te bodies will enact suitable laws
womeans at omy hands, every person who
1 a mob shall be brought to trial, or the
snichinery of justice “shall be thoxoughly
citort, There is no higher obligation rest-
lesisiative (1(,1)dltlﬂellt than to have the
suarantees, for the protection of life,
perty, respected and obeyed.

1 taxution becumes necessary to raise funds by which
this may be done, I advise your honorable bodies to lay
it on. aind make the pu>plc pay it to the {full extent
]h‘(fC\f‘«'H“'

To aid in suppressing mob violence in this state, T
vespeetfuily susgest oo law  embodying the following

ttuyes

voand pr
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1. That when any person, being a prisoner or in
jail, or other place of confinement, or undel arrest, or
in official custody or restraint, or is held by or unde1
the authority of any county, city, or state officer, or is
restrained by virtue of any legal process, shall be taken
from such place or authority, in violation of law, and
put to death, the county within which such person was
so held or conﬁncd, and from which he may have been
so taken, shall be liable to pay a specified large sum to
the surviving husband, wife, children and parents of
said person who shall so suffer death.

2. Make the county also liable for damages when
any person, not being a prisoner or under legal duress,
is mobbed by two or more persons, and the said crim-
inals are not within a specific time indicted and prose-
cuted for their crime.

3. Make each person, or corporation also liablefor
damages who takes part, or aids by acts, encourages
by words or gestures, or who keeps watch, or in any
way abets in the mobbing of a person.

4. Give the sturviving relatives an action in the dis-
trict court of any county where the murder was com-
mitted, or in any county where either or all of the
plaintiffs may reside when the action is instituted.

5. Render the sheriff ineligible to hold his office and
provide for his removal when a prisoner is taken from
the jail, or from himself, or from any officer or lawful
authority in his presence and is put to death by a mob.

6. Provide for a change of venue, either before or
after indictment, in all cases of mob violence.

When passion, in its wild rush for blood, over-rides
the law and tramples down the constitution, a prece-
dent for anarchy is set, marking the way for the de-
structioh of this government. Patriotic action on the
line of wisdom and justice now becomes necessary to
prevent its spread. Repeated overt criminal acts in
this state have sounded the warning. The power rests
with your honorable bodies to encourage anarchy by
silence, or to crush it by suitable action. Strengthen
the laws, supply the means; and if the executive fails

T
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to perform his duties fully, under all circumstances,
then let him stand condemned as a criminal himself
before the civilized world.

Respectfully,
J. S. Hogeg,
Governor of Texas.

Now, I think I have perpetuated a message of a
governor of a great state as though I’d nailed it on Mt.
Parnassus.

Who knows, but in that Utopia dreamed of, when
the English tongue is dead, that some school boy may
not be called on to translate some parts of this little
book, and Grogan (his teacher) will say to him:

“‘Elolilus, what do you get out of that governor’s
phillippic, any way ?”’

«May I answer you sir, by using a quotation from
that great English dramatist,”” asks Elolilus.
is Grogan’s reply.

1

“Yes, if it be nct too long,
Then Elolilus says:

““Much ado about nothing.”’
“You will be a statesman,”” replies Grogan.

“May I ask you sir, what you think about the justice
there was in burning that fellow for his crime? We
can certainly have no bias,”” said Elolilus.

«I think the people did him just right. He gra-
ciously got only that he deserved. When you read
Hemp’s translation of Bishop, the great criminal law
writer, you will discover that it took a deal of back-
bone to do it. Backbone is an English verb, very ex-
pressive of my mecaning there. Its root lies in verta-

bre, and since evolution is so well understood now-

AR B R e s e e R A AR




36 AN ETE FOR AN EYE.

a-davs, vou ouaht to comnrehend me broadly, when 1
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CHAPTER FIFTH.
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upon the grounds of their bias, or attainder, or not up
to the standard of peership, I went back to the begin-
ning and wrote the facts as you find them in the first
and second chapters.

I felt constrained that the facts of the crime should
be put in shape, as upon stone or brass, which led to
the burning of the rapist of a babe, in order that his
sympathizers might be confronted with a higher grade
of evidence than Zearsay, ov tradition, if at any time
they dared to rise up with the intention of martyrizing
the fiend and stigmatizing those who burnt him for
ravishing a three-year-old child to death, to glut re-
venge !

A month has transpired, which has given time for
all returns from all parts of the world to come in that
are going to come.

It is a fact, as we discover from said returns now in,
that the farther this startling affair traveled, the more
minified became the facts of the crime, and the greater,
or more magnified the horrors of its punishment, until
reaching such men as Julian (not a lineal descendant of
the great apostate) Hawthorne, when the crime was lost
sight of ; unless it was thought of only, as he says:
“Perhaps, the perpetrator thought of it—as @ practi-
cal joke.”” But he and his ilk, fairly howl and
tear their hair at the torture and burning of the incar-
nate fiend and baby ravisher!

" Every woman who ever gave birth to a female child
should spit upon the memory of such men.

I must not overlook that good man, the editor of the
Planet, Richmond, Va. 1 know he must be a great
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casuist in his precinct. I know he pulls down his phiz
of Sundays in the amen corner of some church (Isca-
riot had a long face) and groans for the depravity of
the world—especially for Texas—¢‘of Sundays.”” Pub-
lican? Yes, Lord, let his prayer be answered, for we
Texans, who burn fiends who steal and rape babes, do
not want to steal a victory—we want to go down and
knock upon the portal of the tomb to heaven, and not
be snatched up as Elijah was—as this editor ““may be.”’
He is oo good even for Jesus to inspire out here as a
missionary to lecture us uapon the trivial and insignifi-
cant sin of baby ravishment and murder, and upon the
unpardonable sin of burning the fiend, caught red-
handed in the crime. Indeed he is! There are Romans
still on the earth, and on this planet still there are
Cretans, aye, cretins; and according to some philoso-
phy, too many rapists who were given the ‘““wafer’” of
redemption in Glory. Did you ever think about it?
How embarrassing it would be, even in heaven, for the
ravisher and murderer to meet the ravished and mur-
dered one? Would he not look to see if his hand was
not yet incarnadine? Wouldn’t he sneak into hell?
Methinks he would.

Another feature of the matter which distance has
distorted through the lenses of inexorable malice and
inexcusable ignorance, is viz: Race trouble. Race
had nothing to do with it. The ¢‘nigger’”” who com-
mitted the crime as a ‘‘practical joke,”” was not a NE-
6ro. To that race here in this country, the name of
the fiend is pairah. Had the criminal been of any other
race or color, he would have fared just the same. Iad
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he been white skinned as the snow’s white, and his vics
b)

tim as black as the deepest dyed Iithiope, the sume

punishment would have been meted out to him. No
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His chisel failed him,
Shall he not now cry:
“Oh Cannae, Cannae!”

The other guardian of our liberties, and too, our
characters, was not present, he says, when the governor
set his hob-nailed boot down upon us. IHe does not
say he was absent, sick, but he was. Nor do we be-
lieve, if he had been well, and in the legislative hall at
the time these charges were made, that he would have
played us by tying an annointed rag about his neck and
throat, as Demosthenes played Athenians.

Somebody should have been there who only aspires
to the temple of fame by uncircuitous routes, and said
to the charge of MOB, MURDER, ETC.

“Lord Angus, thou hast lied.”

Is it discourteous to allow one’s language to exceed
discretion to that degree in speaking of the governor
of one’s state in his public acts, as one might speak with
impunity to one upon the same unofticered plane?

We have been goaded to it, and unless by our silence
or more discreet language we confess to being descend-
ants of trammelled serfs, who glean the fields of
others, we must, and will, and do, rise up, sustained
by truth and justice, in declaring that the charge is un-
true and unjust; and we cast at his feet the gauntlet.
Let him take it up. There is but one way out of it.
‘That is, retraction. e will never do this. It calls
forth great magnanimity to acknowledge a great
error.
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o What casuists some people try to be. Hypocrisy is
ey but another name for it. If,

“Amidst seditions waves,
The worst of mortals may emerge to honor,”

to what, then, over the bowed heads of a people so
terribly visited, ‘““whose misfortunes have not come

single,”” doth that man aspire when he attempts to add
humiliation to wrong ?~—slander to vindictive vitupera-
tion? ‘*Have we not received those blows?”’

Well, when the smoke has cleared away, we will sec
who has fallen in the slaughter.

Friends, there is one truth that lies at the bottom of
this whole affair. What is that? It has fallen to our
lot to be placed in the brunt of the battle of life in this
government. We are the helots, the wood-hewers and
water-drawers. Out under the occident toward the
Pacific slope our road has been anything but pacific.
It has been a rough one. We have built the pyramid
of our own unappreciated struggles. To the govern-
ment we have been what the Baotians were to the

emissaries of Rome. We have lugged the bag upon
our stoopened shoulders, and for submission have been
kicked. What have we ever asked for, that we ever got?
For bread, a stone. We have been led to the shambles
in the endeavor to be loyal and law-abiding. We have
hired and paid enormously for every civilizing, every
modernizing advancement and comfort which we
possess.  We have pressed forward and reclaimed
from barrenness and darxness, domain which adds to

the wealth of the nation  Where it was a desert we
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have made fields that wave and ripen with grain;
where a howling wilderness, an oasis. 'We have built
churches and schools at the gates of our homes. In
everything we have submitted and if we have mur-
mured, we have not rebelled. Along our northern
border the government has projected a reservation for
the savage and fostered a hot-bed of crime. For every
outrage perpetrated by these wards of Uncle Sam,
upon the settlements of industry, the government has
rewarded it by issuing more powder and blankets.
Along our western border the Mexican greaser ma-
rauds, murders, burns, steals, and terrorizes, and the
" government winks at it. It has larger fish to fry. It
is becoming enervated as eunuched Byzantium. Insid-
ious to stalking crime eacroaches upon us. The exe-
gencies of the law to which we have looked to ensnare
his feet is puerile and indifferent. But yesterday a
yeoman was shot and killed at his plow. No arrest
has been made. Last week an aged housewife, in the
absence of her husband, was outraged. The culprit
awaits his trial in jail. Ten to one if he is not lynched
he will escape punishment. To-day a man’s child
three ycars old, is kidnapped from its gate and out-
raged to death by a swarty monster to glut revenge.
Don’t vou sce how the pressure comes? Don’t you
see how hard it bears? llamanity can bear just so
much. 1f it could bear the outrage of the crime which
has lec io these lines, it would be a misshapen monster,
the inc bus of nature with the blinking eyes of the dog
that fe- ds upon its own vomit.
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I had intended in the beginning hours of this history
of Henry Smith’s crime and its punishment, to append
the expressions, or some of the expressions of commen-
dation and condemnation (for I know there would be
both), gathered from the newspapers. With this view
I had friends or acquaintances in Chicago, New York,
Atlanta, and some other places of note in the United
States, watching and clipping and sending me. For
these I thank those gentlemen very much, although I
now see to use them would swell this bock beyvond my
intention in size, or ability to have published. Again,
to select those expressions of approval as the wheat
from the chaff, would be 111‘52311‘; and yet, in the main,
where the crime was not unknown (as I believe it was
and‘is in many places) or lest sight of, the responses
were: “‘Well done.””  Or: ““Ile deserved all he got.’
“It was just,”” sume said.  Some men like Mr. Hal-
ford, private secrctary to President FHarrison, said:
“‘Had it been mine (meaning the child) as it was thine ;”’
—(then he poured out the soul of & man which would
not desert a friend in the hour of calamity) “or my
neighbor’s child, I do not know but T would bhave done
as they did.””  This is the subsiance,

I do not suppose there has been any paper worth

reading, so exalt
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N

or worth reading, so insignificant
which heos not sa}d morc or less ahout the affair, and

the most insi(ruiﬂ:;zz]t oies have satd the most.  Some
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pomposity and phiz of the Publican. Of course they
prayed. Heaven grant their prayers were answered,
we pray; for, rather than be like them, I'd sooner be
““a dog and bay the moon.”’

When thinking of appending as before stated, from
hearsay, I had thought to use Julian Hawthorne’s let-
ter written February 4th, three days after the burning.
But upon reading that article with all the charity en-
joined upon me by the Golden Rule, I do now declare
I would as soon stain the character of my child by
calumny, as to stain the purity of the facts and acts
herein set forth—the purity of rape/ the purity of
torture therefor !—and the untarnished thoughts there-
upon of the whole affair by appending as an opinion
that letter! There is no dirtier ink tracing dirtier
thoughts upon paper. Their grim, foul, and libelous
visages peer out of every sentence in said letter. They
upon the

L34

are the barking whelps, ¢‘rape-begotten,
sorceress of Hell.

His hypothesis of the degradation of the negro, asl
have shown by human -experience and philosophy is
false, and as I do declare here knowingly so—conjured
up from gangrenous malice. For a being claiming to
be human, to say, to think that, humanity was capable
of raping a babe to death as perhaps a ‘‘practical
joke,”’ thereby insinuating that it was capable of sink-
ing deeper still in the intent or commission of crime,
than the ravishment to death of a babe, is calumniating
his Creator.

I believe what I say here will outlive those charac-
ters of his brain depicted in his works of fiction by
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which he was to be remembered; even though they
are transmuted from dead to living tongues; and I be-
lieve these lines will be as the flaming swords upon the
tree growing in the sanctified precincts of Truth and
Decency into whose portals they will never permit his
memory to enter. In ink he has blasphemed God in
order to stain men and women whose purity scorns the
earth upon which his leprous feet hath made indelible
tracks pointing the course the calumniator crawls. I
scorch to think of him who can think so basely.

Before we write Finis, let us suppose (for we may
suppose anything pessible except the repetition of the
crime herein related) that there will be born sooner or
later another poet who will sing of Perdition as Dante
has. It does not matter when he comes, so that his
theme is awful, and thus his strain, and thus he writes:

CANTO IIL

Now, in gloom of place, and tho’t, I stood, high
’Pon a cindered promontory, embrowing
Styx’s mirky ebulutions. Dreadful they
Rolled, darkling between deep scoria banks,
And the farther shore lost in utter night.

Nor verdure, nor waving forest, this side

The sulphurous crater—Hell’s vent, Vesuvius.
High, black, blasted peaks on either hand
Rose ’long the long begloom’d hellway;

And not rising further as guide posts,

Paus’d like blasted hopes and shot their frowns
Of dread and desolation, deep into

Hades’ seven-fold waters. My guide, sad,
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In recunibent posture, near the grotto

Of Oceanns’ douglbter layv.  Styx, nox-eved

shrank ot

Gorgon, power’d the why we camec.
Ever and avcu, decp purgative thunders
Roll’d from fur. as from the inertia of

The infernal Acheron.  Aud vocks
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The one leading—the groping lynx-eyed
Ile-gorgon, cunuch’d of chaste fame, renown’d
In blasphemy, in calumny renown’d,

He who tho’t ravishment, *a joke might be!”’
At such sicht, had not my feet cleav’d hard

To hell’s rock, I would have Hown., My guide,
Quick seceing my affright, came as quick

And stood ’long side of me. lle said:

¢ Junii, fear not. The one on burnt stumps
Cicitrizing {rom Promethean fire

Hurtl’d no man. n earth he rap’d babes.
The other, in thought, walice prepense, stoop’d
To crime beyond babe-ravishment!  Numeless!

To hell. biind, and thirsted, they wait Charon.
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Stood, so strong the tide, and so slaving he.

Now Satan raix’d his unbent, stately form,
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And stood like none but hauty Satan’s self

Upon the prow of hell’s ferry-boat;

Indignant! Miserable! Awhile in mute,

And sullen wrath, and trembling with ire,

Hell’s monarch survey’d hell’s leeward scenes,

Most forgotten, but now vivid return’d.

Anon, lowering his lurid eyes from out

Those loftier scenes, those shadowy peaks

In gloom enrooted, high the dunnest gloom piercing,
He shot a glance full on the twain outcasts

The which powerless fell, the which astound’d him.
Thus enrag’d, high and harsh his speech

Broke above the rumbling of hellquakes, and

Clear. Hesaid: ’*From whence thou grizzly terrors?
Thou seemest more than damn’d! Who art thou?”’
The tongued one: ‘‘Satan know yet not us?

Such at heaven’s clos’d gates: ‘I know ye not,’
Were the greetings there, or hootings.”” Then Satan:
“Yea, I know ye; all hell knows ye. Ye both
Aspir’d on earth higher than Iin heaven.

Of such sins I had not dream’d in hell.

Thou earth-burnt and thou his vade mecum

Avaunt. Out of earth the one flail’d by fire,

Both by God disown’d. I forbid thee hell.””

The tongued one: ‘“‘And is it so that ———u*’

FINIS.
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TO ALL THE EARTH.

If you are not satisfied where you are—if you are
not prospering, east, west, north, or south, and like
our

HOME RULE,

and want to become one among a people who, where
they are not all rich, are all gravitating that way, who
do not deny being vain, and greedy and unsanctified,
yet are not so base, and sordid, and mean, that they can-
not shut up shop, lay down hammer and saw, ungear
the horse from wagon and plow, and lose & week in
hunting down and bringing back, and burning alive,
any wretch of any color or clime, who is base enough
to steal and outrage and murder any man’s child, then
come or write us; for we have thousands of acres of
land at $2 per acre, rich as the Nile valley, and houses
and lots in the city to suit anybody’s purse.

Other things we have: (And some may sneer at
it; Freelovers and Mormons may,) are church houses,
of every denomination, except Freelove and Mormons,
which cost from $10,000 to $735,000 each; and one
tenet of our religion is to protect, at all hazards, the
women and children, even though it takes a little fire.

We have school houses, and free money to educate
every man’s children. We have beautiful homes; we
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have proud people to live in them, who came from all
the states of the Union, and who expect, when they
have wound up business at the old stand, to plume
their celestial feathers a little higher in Paradise than
any hypocrite who has stood off and wept over the cin-
ders of the scoundrel we receutly burnt at the stake for
the crime of crimes, and villified us in low, obscene,
vulgar, illiterate slang, which only shows the inside of
the platter from which it came.

EARLY & EARLY.

If your Bookseller has not this pamphlet, write the
author, or Troy & Ragland for it, inclosing 25 cents,

Paris, Texas,

MARSHALL'S PRINTING HOUSE, PARIS, TEXAS,
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TROY. . M. RAGLAND.

TROY & RAGLAND

Wholesule and Retail
Books, Stationery, Wall Paper and Window Shades,

106 East Side Public Square,
PARIS, - - - - - TEXAS.

MUSICAL

Banjos, Harps, Violins, Accordions, and musical merchan-
dise. Prices to suit all.
WALL PAPER.

We are the WALL PAPER MEN., We carry the largest
and best selected stock in this section of the state. Prices to

suit'all.  Samples sent upon application.

BOOKS.

We have an imniense stock of books of all kinds. Blank
books of every description, School Books and School supplies,
Music Books, Bibles, in fact all kinds of books.

; FINE PICTURES.
1

Picture Frames a srecranty.  All the newest novelties in
Picture and Room Mouldings always on hand. Send for prices
and samples.

Wholesale agen s for the sale of

SAN EYE D OR AN EYE™T

The ph()tom iph from which the large engraving in
this pamphlet is made ean be had of J. L. .\Imtma,
Paris, Texas.

L E TR A B B A S TS s S s A - g i O S At



You Should
See or
Write Us

to buy

LANDS.

We have thousands of acres of land throughout the
State, mostly in Lamar, Red River and Fannin
Counties, in large and small tracts.

Timbered Lands at $2.00 per Acre.

Grass Lands
7
Improved IFarms
We offer at bargains and
on easy terms.

A Large List of City Property

Early & Early,

Paris, Texas.
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